
^jlpE'VE CLIMBED THF GALLANT WATER Cart
Throuoh YEAR? THAT NOW HAVE FLOWN ;
Each year among- the first to start
AcroyT the Neutral Zone ;

Each yearvx/e've sprung- the ancient bluff
Of R1DIN6- IT afar,
ßüt very few've hap nerve enough
to hang on where the track got kov6h
Beyond -tome wmting- bar.

\j|aCH YEAR K*/E MOUNTED HIGH AND PRY
Against the drivers seat;
And for a spell rode gaily by
The old remembered beat;
But regular as perfect clocks
When some one ^aid 'Tll buy'-.
They tumbled off in droves and flocks
And left the driver on the box
To HEAVE A LONESOME «SIGH. c

J|las- Today the thirsty jam

is bulging to each «pide;
The driver now is Uncle Sam
And every one must ride;
For there are cages built on top

Where none may take a drink,
Where no one even geïïta drop
Unless he cares for soda-fop
Or orange juice or ink.

.'I

.g hey ramble down the dust/ rout
Upon an even reel,
Where thirst/ tonguepare hanging out
Between the bar«t of jteel;
Ho CABARETf ARE ON THIS TRIP
And none of them may jump;
And when one clamor-s for a nip
Of «something from the off-side hi?
They ¿top bepide a pump. y/,

"1|hE ROAD IS DRY THE ROAD IS LONG
Where Old Í?ed-Eye has fled;
And when one starts a drinking song
They hit him on the head; ,

Or some one takes an awful siam ¿
Or givecT the cage a rar \
Which poesnt bother Uncle Íam
Who softly croons "How dry I am/'
Or merely sayj°. "Gid-pap"


